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who had never been> or had been very long ago, and he an
imaginary Emily, or love died at last, but not without
an tigly scar of barren earth to mark Ms grave.

For a moment a wild, tender hope leapt up in Ms heart,
that she would forgive and give. But he dared not trust
it. In these calm moments, his heart sounding to the
diapason of peace and renunciation, he knew all he was
and all he had been. He had given Emily a wretched year,
such as it falls to the lot of few women to endure. He had
been at once her tempter and her pnnisher, her seducer
and her house of correction. If she became his, could he
promise her happiness ? Had he any reason to suppose
that Ms whole nature had been changed by ten days"
unhealthy remorse ? Dared he ask her to bear with him
any longer after all she had borne ? He would not ask.
Gilmour was right; she should make her own choice. If
she thought her poor battered love enough to glorify their
rags, he would give thanks and try to be worthy ; bat if
she dared not trust her body to the man who had abused
and beaten her, or her soul to the man who had led her
innocence astray, he would bow his head in submission,
and let her carry her wounded love to where it could die
in peace.

It was five o'clock when he went indoors to Emily.
She was in bed, and at first he thought her asleep, but as
he came towards her she opened her eyes and tried to sit
up. He lifted her.

" It's so hard to breathe lying down/* she said, smiling
faintly, '* and I want to speak to you, Claude*"

** You mustn't tire yourself, darling."

" I won't; but there are so many things I want to say.
Mr, Gilmour told yon what he and I had arranged ? "

" That you're to go away ? "

** Yes, as soon as I'm well enough to be moved. He's
going to write to a friend of his, and ask her if she*! take
me with her out to Canada. He says I must start every*
thing afresh. He was very stern,"

" To yon, dear ? "